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onc,and the pox pinches the other; and fo both the De¬ 
grees preuentmy curfes. Boy ? 

Page. Sin 

FaL, Wha t money is in my purfe ? 

Page* Sc lien groats, and two peaces 

F&L I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 
the purfe- Borrowing ondy lingers,! and lingers it out, 
but the difeafe is intureable. Go beare this letter to my 
Lord of Lancafler, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerhnd, and this to old Miftris Vrfala, whom cl 
haueweekly fwonic co marry, fincc I perceiu*d the firft 
white hake on my chift. About it: you know where to 
find e me. A pox of this Gom> or a Go wt of this Poxe : 
for the one or th’other playes the rogue with my great 
toe: It is no matter, if I do halt,! bane the war res for my 
colour,and my Petifion fhall feeme themorc reafonable, 
A good wit will make vfc of any thing : 1 will turne dif- 
eafes to commodity. Extern 


Sccna Quarta, 


Enter tArchbiP^op.Hafiings^iJMmhraj^ and 
Lvrd Bardolfe , 

j^r.Thus haue you heard our caufcs f & kuo oui Means: 
And my mo ft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Spcake plainly your opinions ofoiir hopes^ 

And firft(Lord Marftiall)what fay you to k ? 

Mew. I well allow theocrafionofourArmes, 

But gladly would be better iatisfied, 

How (in our Mcaners ) we ftiould aduancc our felues 
To looks with forhnd bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King, 

ffaj}. Our prefent Mufters grow vpon the File 
To flue and twenty thou (and men of choice; 

And our SuppliesJiue largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland^ whale boihme hurues 
With an iacenfcd Fire of Injuries, 

L.F^r-The queftion then(Lord//^ff(»^i)ft 2 ndeth thus 
Whether our prefers fine and tw enty thoufand 
May hold-vp-head, without Northumberland: 

HaJK With him ,wc may* 

L*'Bar, I many^here's the point; 

But if without him we be thought to feeble, 

My lodgement is,we ibouldnot ftep too fan'c 
Till we had his Afsifiance by the hand- 
For in a The am e fo bloody fac’d^s this, 

Conie£lure, Expeflation.and Surmifc 
Of Aydes incertaine,fliould not be admitted. 

Arch, Tis very true Lord Bardolfe^ for indeed 
It was yong Flotjjmres cafe, at Shrewsbury, 

L.Bar, It was(my Lord)who hn*d himfdfwithhope, 
Eating the ay re, on promife of Supply, 

Flattkiughimielfc with Prole# of a power, 

Much fimller, then the fmaljeft of his Thoughts, 

And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men) fed bis Powers to death, 

And (winking) leaped intodeftruflion. 

Hajh But (by your lcaue)k ncucr yet did hmj 
To hydowrie likeIy-hoods,aiidfDrmcs*ofho; 

L.Ear* Yes, if this prdent quality of waif 
Indeed the-Tnftant a#km:a caufconfoot, 

Lines fo iivhope : As in an early Spring, 

We fee ^’appearing buds, which to prouc fruity 
Hope giuei nor to much warrant, asDifpaire 
That Frofts will bite them,: When we mcane to buildj 
Wc firft furuey the Plot,then draw the Modell, 
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And when we fee the figure of the houfe 
Then muft we rate the coftofthe Erc<ftio n 
Which ifwc findeout-weighes Ability ’ 

What do we then, but draw a-n.ewthe Mod 
In fewer offices? Or at Ieaft,dcfift c 
To buildc at all ? Much more, in this greatt 
(Which is (almoft) toplucke a Kingdom?, J* C 

And fee another vp)fhould wefuruey 

Theplot ofSitiranon,and the Model! * 

Con lent ypon a fure Foundation: 

Queftion Surueyors,know our owne eftate 
How able fuch a Worke tovndergo, 3 

To weigh againft his Oppofitc?Or clfe 
We fottilic in Paper,and in Figures, 

Vfingthe Names of men, infteadof men; 

Like ofiCjthat drawes the Modcll of a houfe 
Beyond his power to buiide it; who(nalf e throaoU 
Giueso s re,al]dleaucs his part-createdCoft ® n ’ 

A naked fubie&to the Weeping Clouds 
And waftc,for churl ifli Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes(y« likely of f a!l ,. „ 
Should be ft ill-borne, and that wenowpofleft * ^ 
The vtmoft man ofexpc&ation; 

Ithinke we arc a Body ftrong enough 
(Euen as we ate) to equali with the King. 

L.^.What is the King but fine & twenty tboufand 
Haft . To y s no more: nay not fo much Lord %J 
For his diuifions (as the 7’imes do braid) ,J> 

Are in three Heads: one Power againft the French 

And one againft Glendomri Perforce a third 
Muft rake vp vs :So is the vnfirme King 
In three diuided; and his Coffers found 
With hollow potierty.and Etnpiineffe. 
esfr .That he fliould draw his fcuerall ftrengths togitl 
And come againft vs in full ptiiffance 
Need nor be dreaded. 

Haft. If he fhould do fo. 

He leaues his backc vnarm’d, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at theheeles : neuer feaie that. 

HBar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither! 
Haft. The Duke of l.ancafter,and Wcftmerland; 
Againft the Welfiihimfelfe, and Harris Momottih. 
But who is fubfticuted Againft the French, 

1 haue no certaine notice. 

Arch. Letvson: 

Andpublifh theoccafionofour Armes. 

The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their oucr-greedy louehath furfetted: 

An habitation giddy, and vnfure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond Many; with wbat loud applaufe 
Djd’ft thou beate heauen with bkffing r BsiHwgbm^ ) 
Before he was,what thou would ft haue liimbcf 
And being nowtrimm’d irt thine ownedefircs. 

Thou (beaftly Feederyart fo full of him, 

That thou ptouok'ft thy felic to caft him vp - 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge)did'ft thou difgorg* 

Thy glutton-bofome of the Royal! Richard, 

And now thou would’ft eatc thy dead vomit vp, 
Andhowl ft to findcit. What truft isinthefeTimes! 
They,that when Richard lin'd,would haue him dye, 
Are now become enamour'd on his graue. 

Thou that thrcw'ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighingon, 
fter th’adtnired heeles oi'BtsRinghrsoki, 
ri’ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agioe» 


- -'T^i^ftiir?Qtho u S ht * of men accuritJ l 

A nd J I ita Conte Jew" £ft\ things Prefont jeorft. 
aftft} 0 ' c .,t ve £0 draw our numbers,and fet < 

We are Time* fubiefts^nd T«ne bids, be gon 
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on? 


jSusSe cmks* Serna Trima . 

t*i*r Hchfe^ith two Officers, Pang, and Snare . 
P'fofft. Mr.^.haucyouentred tbe A^ion ? 

S.' lc is enter'd* 

Wher’s your Yeomanfls it a Iufty yeoman? 

Will be Hand to it ? 

■ Punt. Sirrah, where s Snare ? 
ffMefe. l,\,$oodM.Snarc.. 

t.ae Hcere,heere. 

vm ' Snare ,we mu ft Arre ft Sir Ichn Falftafe. 

Hof, I Ul.Snare,l haue enter’d him,iand all. 

S/i jt may chance coft fomeofvs our liuesthewil ftab 
ffjtfe. Alas the day: take heed of him: he ftabd me 
n mine owne houfe, and thatmoft beaftly : he cares not 
Uatroifchecfe hedoth, if his weapon be out. Hee will 
{bync like any diuell, he will fpare neither man, woman, 

^Filwf^lVI caiJ c l°f e with him,I care not for his rhruft. 
flgjfcfft. No,nor I neither: lie be at your elbow. 
fm, ifl but ftft him onceaf he come but within my 

^ I an! undone with his going:I warrant he is an 
jnSaitiue thing vpon my fcore. Good M.Fang hold him 
fare: good M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
atitlytoPy-Cornei(fauing your manhoods)to buy*afad- 
jie and hee is indited to dinner tothc Lubbars head in 
Lombardftreetjto M .Smoothes the Silkman .1 pra ye,fincc' 
my Hxion is enter’d,and my Cafcfo openly known tothe 
wotld.Iet him be brought into his aFtfwer: A loo.Marke 
is* long one,for a pootelone woman to beare: Si I haue 
borne, and bornc.and borne, and haue bin fub’dofF, 3nd 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a (bams to 
>ettioughton.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnlcs 
awoman Oiould be made anAtfeand a Beaft, to beare e- 
uery Knattes wrong. Enter Falftajfe and Bardolfe. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- 
Ja//cwithhim.Do your Offices.doyour officesiM.F^*^, 
St M.5»dre,do me.do me,do me your Offices. 

Fa/. How nowfwhofe Mare’s dead? what’s the matter ? 
Fang, Sit Ioh»,l atreft you,at the (hit 
Taft. Away Vatlets.draw 'Bardolfe : Cut me oft the 
Villaines head: throw the Queane in the Channel, 
E^.Throwme in the channelftlle throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thoufehou baftardly rogue.Murder,mur- 
der,OthouHony>fuckle villaine.wilt thou kill Gods of. 
ficeis,and the Kings? O thou hony.foed Rogoe,thou art 
ihonyfeed,aMan-quellcr,and a woman-queller. 

Taft, Keep them off \Bardolfe. Fang, A rcfcu,a refeu. 
Heft, Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?chou 
wilt not? Do,do thou Rogue.- Do thou Hempfecd. 

^e-Away you Scullion, youjlampailtan, you Fuftil- 
lirianilk tuckeyourCataftrophc. Enter. Ch.Iuftice. 
Juft, What’s the matter?Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 
Hoft. Good my Lord be good to mec. I bclccch you 
ft*nd to me. 

Ch.fuftHovi now fit /flfe»?Wbat arc you bt a tiling here? 

Doth thisbecomeyourplacc.your time,and bufineffc? 

I ou fhould haue b,cap well on your way to Yotke, 

Siar.d front him Fellow;wherefore hang'ft vpon him t 


Hoft. Ohmy mod worfliipfull Lord,and'r pleafeyour 
Grace l am a poore widdowofEaftcheap, and heisarre- 
fted at my fuit. ChJttft.fat wbat ftimme? 

Hoft, Itismorethen forfome(my Lord)it is for all: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out of houfe and home} hee hath 
put all’my fubftance into that fat belly of his: but I will 
haue fame of it out againe, or I will tide thee o’Nights, 
like the Mare- 

Falft. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, ifl haue 

any vantage of ground,to get vp, 

Ch-.Inft. How comes this,Sir lohn\ Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ? 
Are you not atbam’d to inforcc a poore Widdowe co fo 
rough a courfe.ro come by her owne i . ■ 

Falft, What is the greffe fumme that I owe thee? 

Heft, Marry (if thou wer’t an honeft man)thy felfc,& 
the mony too. Thou didft fweare to mce vpon a parccll 
gilt Goblet,fit ting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a fea-colc fire,on Wedncfday in Whitfon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for lik’ning him to a fin- 
gingman ofWindfor;Thou didft fweare to me then (as 1 
was walking thy wound)to marry me,arid make mcc my 
Lady thy wife.Canft ^ deny it ? Didnoti good wife Keech 
the Butchers wife cosnein chen,and cal me goftip J^aickj 
lj> coroming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs, 
fihe hada gooddifb ofPrawuesiwhcrebydidft defire to 
eat fome: whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft notthou (when fbc was gone downs 
flaires)defiremetobeno more familiar with fuch poore 
pcop!e,faying,that ere long they fhould call me Madam? 
And did’ft i/fnor kifle me,and bid mec fetch thee jo.s? I 
put thee no w to thy Book-oath,dcny it if thoucahft? 

pal. My Lord.rhisis a poore mad foule:and fhefayes ! 
vp 8c downe the town, that her eldcft ion is hkcyou.She 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra- 
<Stcd her: but for tbefe foolifti Officers, I befeech yoh, I 
may haise redrefle againft them. 

Istft. Sir Iob»,Citloh»J am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,thefalfe W3y,lt is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that comb 
with fuch (morethen impudent)iawcines from you, can 
thruft me from a leuell confidefation,! know you ha’pra¬ 
ctis'd vpon the cafie-yeelding fpirit of this woman. 

Heft. Yes in troth my Lord. 

/e/?.Prethecpeace:pay her the debt you owe her, and. 
vnpay the viilanyyoa haue done her:theoneyou may do 
with ftarling mony,gc the other with currant repentance. 

fat. My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without 
reply.You cal! honorab]eBoldnes,impudetitSawcineffe: 
Ifa man wil curt'fie,and fay nothing.heisvertuous: No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)! will not be your 
futor.I fay to you,I defire deiiu’rance from thefe Officers 
being vpon hafty employment in the Kings Affaires. 

I aft. You fpeake,as hawing power to do wrong: But 
an fvver in the cffe£t of your Reputation, and fatufic the 
poore woman. 

ttlft. Come hither Hofteffe. Enter Ttl.Gewer 

Ch.Iaft, Now Mifter Geroer; Whatnewes? 

Goaf .The King(my Lord) zudHenrie Prince of Wales 
Are necrc at hand: The reft the Paper idles. 

Falft. As lama Gentleman. 

Heft. Nay,you faid fo before. 

Fat. As I am a Gentle man.Come, no more words of it 
Hoft. By this Heaucnly ground I tread on, I muft be 
fainc topawnebothmy Plate,and thcTapiftry of my dy- 


ning Chambers 
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Talft. 
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